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	1. Chapter 1

**Alright. THE MOMENT I SAW HIS CHARACTER, AND THEN SAW HER CHARACTER, I WAS LIKE,**

**THAT IS **_**SHIP.**_

**AND THEY HADN'T EVEN INTERACTED YET BEFORE I SHIPPED THEM.**

**AND THEN THE BATTLE HAPPENED.**

**His face kills me everytime he watches her faint.**

**Anyways, I know the unfortunate lack of Bakugou and Uraraka, so I'd like to contribute whenever I can!**

**Disclaimer: I don't own My Hero Academia.**

* * *

><p><em>Shit… that hurt…<em>

He could feel his arm daring to break as he was trying to sit himself up. A hiss escaped his mouth and his eyes remained shut, so he just stayed on his elbows. Everywhere on his body ached and hurt, and as far as he could tell, everything around him was destroyed and burning. Where was the ice and fire guy when you need him?

Anyways, whoever did this needs a nice, fist full of his explosions shoved down their throat.

Actually, _two_ fists would be better.

"Uhn… ow…!"

Bakugou's eyes snapped open as he found himself staring into a pair of hazel eyes. Uraraka seemed practically unharmed compared to him.

_That bitch!_

"You're unhurt…" He commented in disbelief. She smiled gratefully, "Yeah—"

"How?!" He glared with an ugly frown, "Why the fuck am I all banged up, and you're fine?!"

He paused, "And why the hell are you under me?!"

She stared at him for a few seconds, trying to comprehend his question. Uraraka furrowed her eyebrows, "You're the one who protected me, and I was just about to say thank you!"

Bakugou seemed about as confused as he was angry. Since when did he do that? And why? Tsk, Deku must be rubbing off on him; how disgusting. He'd have to scrub off all the Deku-bacteria fucks off of himself once this was over with.

He mumbled, "You better say it, damn bitch…"

She puffed her cheeks in indignation, but honestly, she couldn't bring herself to be mad. Bakugou—even though he had somehow not realized—had shielded her from the onslaught of most of the damage. Speaking of which, their attacker must be close by now, waiting for someone to retaliate. Bakugou had probably already figured that out, seeing that now both of them chose to stay in their current positions. It was better to lay low before acting. Uraraka whispered, "What do we do now? The villain is probably still out there…"

"We beat his ass, of course."

She scowled slightly, "And how do we do that, smart guy?!"

"Like so," Bakugou made a move to get off of her, but immediately collapsed beside where she laid. Uraraka fretted, "Are you okay?!"

"Use your eyes, woman!" He snarled, attempting to rise again onto his feet. But he just couldn't seem to make it. That stupid attack was stronger than he expected… Where the hell was everyone else?!

Bakugou turned his head to her, "Can you beat the villain's ass on my behalf?"

"A-Are you kidding?!" She felt a surge of anxiety course through her. Bakugou couldn't move, and now he was depending on her?! She always knew he was one of the strongest guys in their class; that was a given fact. But she was still… training. Uraraka reasoned, "We need to r-run or something; avoid combat!"

"How will that fucking work? You think the villain is gonna let us take off so easily? And you can't run for two people," He growled at her lame desire to flee. Bakugou inquired with narrowed eyes, "Why don't you just fight head-on?"

"Why…?" Uraraka echoed. He surely must've lost a few bits of his brain during that attack. She clenched her fists, "I… I can't… I'll just be ineffective."

"The _fuck_?!" He suddenly yelped, causing her to panic that he may attract unwanted attention. Bakugou didn't care, "I fought against this stubborn and stupid bitch, even though she had no chance, but she still kept going because she wanted to _win._"

He pointed an accusing finger at her, "Now, who the fuck are you?"

Uraraka couldn't believed her burning red ears. He really had faith in her abilities…?

But, why shouldn't he? She was in the heroics department for a reason! She can't be a hero if she didn't know how to stand up and fight!

Uraraka cracked her knuckles, and stood up. She looked down at his injured form, "Thank you, Bakugou."

His smug smirk couldn't stretch as wide as her confident smile.

* * *

><p><strong>I'm not even supposed to be shipping this. Obviously, she'll be with Midoriya.<strong>

**BUT IT HAS SO MUCH MORE DYNAMIC AND POTENTIAL AND NO ONE CAN STOP ME!**

**Hope you enjoyed, there's more likely more to come! Updates will be pretty here and there, though. Whatever comes to mind.**

**Peace!**


	2. Chapter 2

**Here we are again!**

**agent oppa: THANK YOU! I can only hope for and imagine scenes of them together!**

**zenalia: Thanks! Honestly, I feel like this ship gets a lot of secret love :)**

**BreadNotDead: Yes, yes, this ship needs loving! I shall do my best to contribute!**

**This is just a couple of moments of normal school AU in no consecutive time lapse.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own My Hero Academia.**

* * *

><p>Mineta sighed as his fingers gently clawed the window. His eyes trailed all the girls on the campus of the school across from theirs. Unfortunately, the school he went to was all boys, and the school on the other side was all girls. Such a sad, sad fate; he could never have the opportunity to stare at and drool over the beautiful bodies of young women during school hours.<p>

He questioned his friend, "Why must the world be so cruel?"

His friend, however, was not paying attention. Tokoyami remarked to the others, "He's on it again…"

"Seriously?"

"What do you think he does?"

"Plots our deaths?"

"Maybe he looks at hot babes."

"Midoriya, do you know?"

Said boy had looked up from his notebook to turn his gaze upon the group of guys next to his desk. Kirishima awaited for his answer, yet the green-haired boy only furrowed his brows, "Huh?"

Kaminari pointed his thumb discreetly to the back of the classroom, "What's on Bakugou's phone that has all of his attention?"

Todoroki rolled his eyes, "Just leave him be."

"Don't think you're better than us! I know you are dying to know, too!"

Midoriya glanced at his childhood friend. Indeed, the usually hostile and loud boy was quietly tapping away at his phone. There was a neutral expression on his face, but it would twitch from time to time. Midoriya quickly thought back to what happened recently, before waving off his classmate, "Nothing bad."

"That's not a clear answer…" Kirishima sighed, before declaring, "I'll just have to ask him myself!"

Midoriya tried to stop him, but the words died in his throat. Everyone watched as he marched over to the entranced blonde. Kirishima cleared his throat loudly, and it sounded throughout the quiet classroom, "Yo, man! What's up?"

Silence.

Kirishima felt his resolve waver, "Dude?"

Bakugou didn't spare him the slightest glance. Kirishima felt irked at being ignored by what he deemed to be his buddy. Couldn't he get the least bit of recognition?

He found himself slowly tilting towards Bakugou, trying to peek at what had him so occupied.

Kirishima had only caught the slightest image of text, before a pair of slanted, crimson eyes were looking up at him.

Bakugou snarled as he put his phone facedown, "Do you fucking mind?"

Kirishima struggled to respond, feeling that his death would come speedily and painlessly, but he was saved by the teacher entering the classroom. A collection of silent groans were emitted all at once. They all wanted to know what would happen next, and what Bakugou had been doing lately on his cellular device. It's been a popular subject recently, since it concerned the aggressive, impulsive pyromaniac, who was a leading figure in the boxing club. Soon, everyone went back to their respective seats so that class could start for the morning.

Midoriya didn't fail to notice how Bakugou would occasionally redirect his attention to his phone.

* * *

><p>"DEKU!" Bakugou screamed across the cafeteria, causing everyone to jump in their seats. He demanded, "GET THE FUCK OVER HERE!"<p>

"Yes, s-sir!" Midoriya quickly trashed his half-eaten lunch and scurried over to the cafeteria doors. His childhood friend immediately grabbed his sleeve, before dragging him outside of the school. Once they were behind the schools, Bakugou flung him out of his grip. He stumbled on his feet to sustain his balance.

Midoriya waited for some kind of punching and kicking or explosive or more yelling... but none came. He glanced up to find Bakugou mutely against the wall. He appeared to be hesitant to speak because of how his mouth was squeezed and moving weirdly. Well, that's quite funny, ironic, and very out of character.

Midoriya stammered, "Um… do you need something, Kacchan?"

"Why else would I bring you out here?" Bakugou retorted instantly, before falling back under silence. Midoriya didn't bother replying with any sarcastic comments, so he patiently tapped his finger against his thigh.

"Where is she?"

Midoriya blinked, "Huh?"

"Don't 'huh' me, fucking Deku, or I'll fucking kill you!" Bakugou threatened, before clarifying angrily, "She didn't answer my texts, so where the hell is she?!"

Midoriya questioned slowly, "Are you talking about Uraraka?"

Bakugou's deathly glare was all he needed to know the answer. Midoriya scratched his cheek uneasily, "Yeah, I asked her friend, Asui, and she said that Uraraka was taking care of her sick dad since her mom couldn't do it."

He waited for any kind of outburst or furious response, yet it seemed like ages until Bakugou reacted with, "Tch."

And with that, he promptly left Midoriya to stand alone.

* * *

><p>Uraraka had to cover her mouth once again. The giggles were just begging to escape, but she couldn't allow that. Although, it would do no use when it came to the high suspicion of her classmates.<p>

"She seems happier than usual," Yaoyorozu noted. Jirou snorted, "She's _been_ happier than usual. Where have you been?"

The whispers of her classmates weren't hiding their curiosity, but Uraraka didn't mind. Suddenly, her head lit aflame as her eyes were glued to the picture on her phone. Many of her classmates were ready to catch her if she fainted.

"_These guys don't have shit on me!"_ Was the text, along with Bakugou triumphantly on top of a pile of sweaty, injured, unconscious boys. His chiseled muscles were emphasized by the quality of the camera, and she could see the sweat running down underneath his thin tanktop…

Oh, boy. Here we go.

Although her face was intensely heated, Uraraka frowned deeply in indignation. Does he even realize the effect that he has on her?! Well, she can take pictures too!

* * *

><p>"<em>Isn't it pretty up here?"<em>

The text was attached to the image of Uraraka beaming her signature smile as she took a picture of herself on the school's rooftop, standing next to the sunset and including the greenery below. She was able to capture the wind blowing through her hair, and how the sun matched her joyful expression.

Midoriya nervously questioned, "Kacchan? It's time to go."

"I fucking know that, Deku," Bakugou snapped, before getting out of his seat. Midoriya dutifully followed after his childhood friend. Nonetheless, the blonde never lifted his eyes from the screen.

* * *

><p>Bakugou had his hands shoved in his pockets as he aimed for the exit of the doors. There was a cocky smirk across his face that caused many guys to move out of his path. But, as soon as he stepped outside, a commotion quickly took his attention. There was a familiar voice trying to yell above the voices of the cluster of frenzy boys.<p>

It was probably just some fight, one that he didn't bother to get involved in. Although, the itch to jump in and prove his superiority was very tempting.

"Ah! Kacchan!" Midoriya had shouted as he pushed the greedy arms back, "Please help!"

"Fucking Deku…" Bakugou grumbled, still on his facing the direction of his home. Although, a more feminine voice had stopped him in his tracks, "Ow! Let go of me, you freaks!"

Either Deku had finally revealed his true gender, or there was a girl on campus. Both assumptions would come with the same apocalyptic conclusion, really.

Bakugou turned his head swiftly just to see what the case was.

Midoriya pushed back another offender, before punching another, "Just run, Uraraka!"

"No, I refuse!" She swung her leg and kicked another male who decided that grabbing her arm was permitted. Out of nowhere, there were resonating crackles and booms with blinding flashes of light. Smoke began to rise from the ground, causing everyone to shield their mouths. Uraraka felt her eyes tearing from the sting, "What is this?!"

"There's only one person I know who brings firecrackers…" Midoriya answered her. In a split second, both of them were being hauled away from the harmful firework and chaotic males.

Uraraka rubbed her eyes from the smoke and took deep breaths of clean air. A squeak escaped her lips when she looked up to find herself gazing at Bakugou.

A very pissed off Bakugou.

Midoriya wiped the sweat off his forehead, "Thanks, Kacchan."

"Shut your fucking mouth, Deku," Bakugou glowered at him, "Leave now or fucking die."

Midoriya grimaced, "You aren't going to hurt Uraraka, right?"

To his relief, Bakugou showed the slightest repulse at the thought. He gave him an unruly gesture with his hand, "Get the fuck out!"

"Bye, Uraraka!" Midoriya blithely waved at her, before striding away to leave them some privacy. Uraraka blushed and outstretched her hand, "W-Wait!"

The green-haired boy left without another word. Uraraka's hand fell limply to her side as an edgy silence filled the atmosphere. She averted her eyes, "Ah… so, this is how you look like in real life…"

"How would you fucking know if you aren't looking at me?" Bakugou leaned in with furious eyes. His blood was boiling, "That was complete idiocy, marching over to the boys' campus like that."

"Say what you want, but I wasn't going to let that stop me," She folded her arms and finally challenged his unnerving stare. Uraraka managed to let out a tiny smile, "You told me that your boxing championship tournament was coming up, so I thought it'd be a good time to see you in person."

He arched an eyebrow, "Why?"

"So… I could do this."

Uraraka immediately got on the tips of her toes, and firmly pressed her lips against his cheek. Since she still couldn't match his height, she made sure to keep her hand on his other cheek to bend him a little bit lower and keep him in place. On the otherhand, Bakugou's mind went totally blank. Both of their faces felt like raging fires.

Her lips grazed his ear as she whispered, "Good luck."

* * *

><p>"<em>Huh?" Bakugou stared at the number on his phone. He inquired bitterly, "Who the hell is this?"<em>

_Midoriya shrugged, "That's my friend's number, Uraraka."_

"_You just gave me some random bitch's cell?"_

"_She's far from that," Midoriya promised with a confident tone, "Trust me, Kacchan; you'll like her."_

"_Fuck off," Bakugou ordered sharply, and his childhood friend yelped before fleeing. The blonde turned back to his phone, regretful that he was actually considering Deku's suggestion._

_Whatever, what could happen?_

* * *

><p><strong>I MEAN, I'D LOVE TO HAVE SUCH A NICE, <strong>_**NICE, **_**PICTURE OF BAKUGOU.**

***coughs***

**These two are so cuuuuuute and I just WANT MORE PANELS OF THEM. EVEN THE SMALLEST ONES LIKE WHERE URARAKA COMMENTED ON BAKUGOU'S KNIFE SKILLS.**

**Until next time!**


End file.
